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must have the dress, though at the same time it was agony
to give up that beautiful pink one. I am afraid I had a
great liking for finery in those days. But after the trial
was over, I was nearly hugged to death; our Father
thought nothing of giving a score of kisses at one time.
There was a romantic mystery hanging over the Lake
at that time—a mysterious bugle was heard in the sum-
mer evenings and moonlight nights, now from the Lake,
now from the wooded mountain opposite "Fenimore."
"There is the bugle!" my Father would call out, and all
the family would collect on the little piazza to listen, I
remember hearing the bugle frequently, and being aware,
in a baby fashion, of the excitement on the subject. No
one knew the performer, It was some mysterious stranger
haunting the mountain opposite Fenimore, for several
months. So my Aunt Pomeroy told me in later years.
My Father played the flute, in those days! His flute
remained among the family possessions for some years,
My Aunt Martha used to ride frequently with rny
Father; she was considered a very good horsewoman in
her youth. Nevertheless I remember her being thrown
from one of the grey ponies in the grounds at Fenimore;
there was great agitation at the moment; my Mother,
Nanny, and the whole family gathered about her; I
remember being much distressed on the occasion. But
there was no serious injury. My Aunt Martha was very
handsome in her youth, with a brilliant complexion, fine
dark eyes, and fine hair of a raven black. My Father was
fond of her and always called her "Pink" or "Pinkie,"
To the last months of his life he called her "Pink,"
My Mother had been a great horsewoman too; she told
me that my Grandfather used to take her out riding on a
pillow, before him, when she was a little thing. She rode

